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Mint,  when  a  steel-helmeted policeman stops
our car.

"It is my duty/5 he announces solemnly, "to
warn you that an air-raid alarm has sounded."

Our Cockney owner-driver throws him a
glance of unutterable contempt.

"Which way's Bethnal Green?'5 he inquires
laconically.

"Two and a half miles to the left/' responds
the policeman, his obligation as guardian of the
reckless public which persists in driving through
air-raids now punctually fulfilled. Our chauffeur,
we learn later, sleeps imperturbably on the top
floor of a small block of Kennington flats which
owns no shelter. Aerial torpedoes and high
explosive bombs go off nightly around him
without disturbing his poise. Towards the end
of the day, showing us the gruesome remains of
an entire street wiped out by a huge bomb which
fell in the grounds of the Imperial War Museum
a few hundred yards from his flat, his voice
rings with the satisfaction of an Ancient Mariner
describing his particular Battle of Trafalgar.

"Got on me toes when I heard that one, I
did!'5 he tells us. "Went out to find it, and was
there before the A.R.P. crowd themselves!"

He goes on to give us grisly details of casualties
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